BOOK FIFTH                               15

And tears arise

Within my happy, happy Mistress' eyes,

And, lo, her lips, averted from my kiss,                          35

Ask from Love's bounty, ah, much more than bliss!

Is't the sequestered and exceeding sweet
Of dear Desire electing his defeat ?
Is't the waked Earth now to yon purpling cope
Uttering first-love's first cry.                                         40

Vainly renouncing, with a seraph's sigh,
Love s natural hope ?

Fair-meaning Earth, foredoom'd to perjury!
Behold, all amorous May,

With roses heap'd upon her laughing brows,                   45

Avoids thee of thy vows!
Were it for thee, with her warm bosom near,
To abide the sharpness of the Seraph's sphere ?
Forget thy foolish words;

Go to her summons gay,                                               60

Thy heart with dead, wing'd Innocencies fijl'd,
Ev'u as a nest with birds
After the old ones by the hawk are kill'd.

Well dost thou, Love, to celebrate
The noon of thy soft ecstasy,                                         55

Or e'er it be too late,
Or e'er the Snowdrop die!

0* Patmore.

COCXLVH
DREAM-LOVE

Yorxa Love lies sleeping

In May-time of the year,
Among the lilies.

Lapped in the tender light;